during a recent visit to his capital, in a company of
Siamese dancers who had performed in a private pavilion,
almost hidden in the grounds but attached to the prin-
cipal hotel at Bangkok. Their dancing had had a peculiar
charm and one had felt convinced that by their con-
tortionate efforts they were seeking to express something
which escaped the casual looker-on. Their departure
after the performance had seemed odd to our Western
ideas. They left still wearing the robes in which they
had danced, most of them smoking cigarettes, escorted
by a male guard in uniform into a large vehicle somehow
resembling a station bus. They had taken their places
looking neither to the right nor to the left. Two
attendants in livery guarded the door, two sat in front
with the chauffeur. In such fashion, with expressions
utterly blank and eyes like unreflecting looking-glasses set
in faces smothered in powder, they were driven away into
the darkness. Whither, I wondered ? They had just
disappeared.
The King smiled. I think that he guessed the nature
of my speculations.
" They were driven," he told me, " to one of the
wings of my palace where they live under the protection
of the State. There is," he added with a twinkle in his
eyes, " no night life in my city."
Another writer he asked me about was J. B. Priestley,
who was present but a little shy. Later on during the
meal I asked permission to change places with him and
was glad to find that they seemed mutually interested.
Our host was chiefly occupied with the Queen, a
circumstance not to be wondered at, for Her Majesty,
although diminutive, is charming in face, figure and
conversation. She plays tennis, too, in quite a pleasant
fashion. This reminds me of an incident which happened
a few days later. The secretary of the Country Club at
Monte Carlo, where a tournament was in progress, touched
me on the shoulder and invited my wife and myself to
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